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the ground like a man who has dropped sixpence. But to
no avail.
However3 next morning there it all was, and there was no
longer any doubt as to what had happened to Sergeant
Rathbone's beer.
" I'd report you/' he said, " but for: one thing."
" And I know what that is."
" Well, what is it, you young puppy ? "
There was no need to answer. The sergeant didn't need
me to tell him that he had no right to have that beer while on
duty. Needless to say the story of the sergeant's beer was
soon round the barracks, and the episode did nothing to
soften the old man.
For about a fortnight our work consisted of nothing but
drills, and then we were told that we were to go off to an
artillery practice camp. This was to be at Bangalore, a
distance of about five hundred miles, and I was given to
understand that it would be a very different affair from
our last effort at Glenamall.
" I don't suppose you've ever handled a gun," jeered
Rathbone.
"Yes, I have, and what's more I've brought down a
balloon, something that you haven't even seen out here,"
I said proudly.
"Youhave?  Well, I'm-----"
I really think that for the first time he was impressed by
a 'rooky.' He actually hoped that I should have some
good shooting.
We were to march all the way to the camp, and on these
occasions, we were preceded by the commissariat, so that
there was always a meal waiting for us at the end of a day's
march. The march in itself was" useful in that it gave
soldiers valuable experience of war-time conditions in a
strange country.
The. inarch was scheduled to take twenty-four days. It
was to give us a splendid introduction to the sort of country
in which we should be conducting operations. People
sometimes forget that troops are continually up against
Nature, which cm be the most resolute enemy. At one